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But it is poetry, though not in the highest, yet in the
highest definable sense.

Duncan is in his grave {
After life's fitful fever he sleeps well!

Even for that poetry there is no other name.

I said that the legitimate meanings of the word poetry
were themselves so many as to embarrass the discussion of
its nature. All the more reason why we should not
confound confusion worse by wresting the term to
licentious use and affixing it either to dissimilar things
already provided with names of their own, or to new
things for which new names should be invented.

The first impediment, I said, to dealing with the
subject of poetry is the native ambiguity of the term.
But the course of these remarks has now brought us to a
point where another and perhaps greater difficulty awaits
us in determining the competence or incompetence of the
judge, that is .the sensibility or insensibility of the per-
cipient. Am I capable of recognizing poetry if I come
across it ? Do I possess the organ by which poetry is
perceived ? The majority of civilized mankind notolf-
ously and indisputably do not ; who has certified me that
I am one of the minority who do ? I may know what I
like and admire, I may like and admire it intensely ; but,
what makes me think that it is poetry ? Is my reason for
thinking so anything more than this : that poetry is
generally esteemed the highest form of literature, and that
my opinion of myself forbids me to believe that what I
most like and admire is anything short of the highest ?
Yet why be unwilling to admit that perhaps you cannot
perceive poetry? Why think it necessary to your self-
respect that you should ? How many of the good and
great, how many saints and heroes have possessed this